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Chester and Lillian Chester, authors
of “The Ball of Fire.” ete. Illustrat-
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HISKY is the enemy of
which the Chesters write
here in such dramatic
reallsm. What whisky had
done to Harrison Stuart

and what it was now deing to Billy
Lane provide the motive for this un-
usual novel. Fifteen years before Har-
rison Stuart was the great American
architect. At the opening of this story
Billy Lane was a rising young expert
in that profession. O(me day the two
came together hy accident at Mike
Dowd's Sink in the Bowery. Billy had
slipped over for a nip of Mike's best
to smooth out the nasty construction
problem suddenly put up to him by
his big building across the way. As
for Stuart he was always at Mike's
in those days. He swept out the place
{n the morning for his dram and
eleaned up the accidental filth of the
day for the same reward. Sleeping in
a kennel-like box outside. he had, by
reason of this habit, come into the
name of “Bow-Wow." At this chance
meeting between the two, a strange
thing happened. For a second only the
enfus of Harrison Stuart emerged
g‘orn its miserable shell and spoke the
two words that proved to be the key
to Billy's problem. Then it quickly
slunk back again into the derelict body
From this point the
atory goes on with the close personal
friendship that grew up between the
two, with Stuart's great fight for the
upgrade, with Biily's gay and steady
decline, with the discovery of Stuart’s
wife and daughter, with the social
brilliance of Billy's life, with his love
for Octavia Stuart, with his business
success, and his more and more fre-
quent ldpses into open and conspicu-
ous drunkenness. With respect to Har-
rison Stuart, so near the goal, this
story ends pitifully, just as it would
end in the vast majority of simllar
cases. On the other hand, it leads
Billy to put up the splendid fight that
one in ten thousand or more is able
to make. These writers have achieved
the distinction of delivering a vitally
important and impressive message by
way of a brilliantly clever social drama
tn which there is never so much as a
hint of the common preachments of
reform.

THE SPLENDID CHANCE. By Mary
Hastings Bradley, author of “The
Palace of Darkened Windows " etc.
INustrated by Edmund Frederick.
New York: D. Appleton & Co.

The first half of this romance is gay
with vouth and ambition In the artist
Hfs of Paris. The second holf is bitter
with the poignant scenes of war. The
first part gives, in most delightful fash-
fon, the story of a young American girl
who is a student in the art schools of
that city. Katherine King is a beauti-
ful girl, with brains and sense, with
tact and talent—a fine upstanding lov-
able creature of whom any writer might
well be proud. The artists and students
grouped around her. each of them a dis-
tinct and lifelike personallty, contribute
+a this story in a way that objectifles
the buoyant grace of the city itself, its
happy insouciance, its picturesque bear-
tng. And an idylllc story of romantic
love develops between Katherine King
and the young English captain who
erossed to Europe on the same ship
with her. Then the war clouds swiftly
gather. And the second part of Mra
Bradley's novel is a big and stirring
war romance. The young captain is at
the front with the allles, and Katherine
becomes a nurse. Heart-aching scenes
develop, vivid realistic scenes of the
@pecial horrors of the trench and field
and hospital. An epic quality now
takes the place of the early lyric tone.
And a dread that is tangible seizes upon
the remder. The story progresses to an
unexpected, but an altogether consistent
{ssue. Mrs. Bradley has written with
eriginality and distinction and with rare
power of adaptability. This is a war
romance that is richly worth the at-
tention that it is bound to receive.

AMERICA AND HER PROBLEMS. By

Paul H. B. D’'Estournellas de Con-
stant. New York: The Macmillan
Company.

A statesman of France and twice del-
sgate to the peace conferences at The
Hague, thls writer brings a seasoned
experience to bear upon his study of
the problems of this country. These
problems he has, in the main, gathered
for himself out of his extensive travels
in the United States. These turn upon
our youth as a natlon, upon the
struggle that is golug on between our
idealism on the one hand and our
materialism on she other, and upon our
international obligations. The writer
has much to say in pralse of the Unit-
ed States uppn Its attjtude in the
present war, with only one thing to
say in hlame. That one note of censure
rises from our fallure to make publie
protest against the invasior of Bel-
glum. The first part of this book, the
part from which the statement of our
problems comes, 18 a record of the
author's travels to all the great cities
of this country and to [ts most con-
spicuous places of interest besides.
Here are hundreds of friendly sketches
of people and places, the impressions
of an admiring wayfarer, a keen ob-
server, an astute interpreter and a dis-
eriminating judge. The book was writ-
ten for his own people. And just as
it was written for them It is turned
into English here, a fact that enhances
its value immeasureably.

THE NEW AMERICAN GOVERNMENT
"AND ITY WORK. By James T.
Young. professor of public adminis-
tration, Wharton Scheool of Finance
and Commerce, University of Penn-
sylvania. New York: The Macmil-
lan Company.

The purpose of this study is to de-
seribe the government of the United
Htates as Itz work proves It to he,
yather than as its theory supposes it to
be. The book is in effect. a review of
the subject for the sake of bringing it
up to date, by redistributing the em-
pzn.!. a0 that the -instrument of gov-
arnment shall be In better accord with
the facts of its operations. The book,
therefore, bears largely upon the work
of the government, upon what [t is
actually doing in the fleld of publle
service. In this connection it discusses
the soclal legislation of atate and na-
tion. the regulation and protection of
business, the conservation policy and
the reforms in the financial aystem. In
dealing with the structural side of the
®overnment the writer shows the
change that has grown in the relative
ifnfluence and importance of what
are known as its three co-ordinate
branches. Hers he deals with the grow-
ing leadership of the executive, a fact
that quite does away with the balance
of power supposed to lie in the tripar-
tite arrangement. The book is a com-
patent and thoroughly up-to-date study
of the subject. It puts Into convenlent
and available form a body of important
t-ett: th:l. ;xcen:l for this volume, are
seattered through many jss
auily preas. ¥ Issues of the

MODERN WARFARE. y
Williams, M. D,, I..I...Blg.,}::lr;nh‘t?:rn:::
Huntington Willlams, M. D. [llus-
trated. New York: Hearst's Interna-
tional Library Company.

This history of modern warfare be-
Kins back with the middle ages in the
making of gunpowder, and advances
from this epochal point up to the lat-
o8t word In submarine and aerial war-
fare. It is a study of the mechanics
of war. The logical successor of gun-
powder was the firearm. It was at the
partnership of these two that war be-

gan to get down to real business, set-
ting aside gradually the spectacular
and relatively futile methods of hand-
to-hand combat between knights and
their retainers. From this time on the
story of warfare ia that of the develop-
ment of explosives and the evolution
of mechanical instruments for project-
ing these, or the evolution of firearms
and other projectiles. Acting as a
constant spur to this development was
the invention and improvement of
armor plates and other meana of de-
fense against these measures of of-
fense. This book gives the full story
of that progression in the gentle art of
slaughter. From the introduction of
firearms to their perfection at the pres-
ent time the steps are met down here.
There is a chapter on projectiles and
armor, and another on the application
of these to the development of the
battleship as it is today. There is a
chapter, also, on torpedoes, mines and
torpedo boats, and another on warfare
by way of the submarine and airship.
The study is clear and sufficiently full
to make a useful handbook for readers
of such current news that deals with
this feature of the conduct of the war.

THANKFUL'S INHERITANCE. By Jo-
seph €. Lincoln, author of “Part-
ners of the Tide,W etc. Illustrated
by H. M. Brett. New York: D. Ap-
pleton & Co.

The Inheritance that fell to Thankful
Barnes at Uncle Abner's death was the
old homestead at Cape Cod. A long
time ran by before Thankful took
possession of her legacy. In the mean-

while, the house, standing high above
the sea and open to its raking winds
and soaking mists, had become more
and more tumble-down and lonely and
uninviting. Moreover, as neglected old
places are wont to do, it had taken on
a ghost to whose reality more than
one veraclous Cape Coder had borne
cautious testimony. This is the situa-
tion to which Mr. Lincoln Introduces
Thankful Barnes and then inspires her
with the plan of turning the old place
into a boarding house. This done, the
way ia clear for another Cape Cod story
which rounds up the down-east type
of man and woman in this writer's beat
astyle. A couple of romances develop
from this experiment. One is of the
traditionk] down-east gort, with Widow
Thankful herself and Capt. Obed as the
parties of the first and second part.
The other ias of the merely current kind,
with nothing particularly distinctive
about the couple or their woolng. The
attraction of this story lies, as it does
with all of Mr. Lincoln's work, in the
sense of fun that controls it and in the
plctures of a New England life and
character that trolley lines and good
motor roads are fast bringing around
to the conventional order.

WHAT PICTURES TO SEE IN AMER-

ICA. By Lorinda Munson Bryant,
author of “Pictures and Thelr
Tainters,"” etc. Illustrated. New

York: John Lane Company.

Without such evidence as this book
contains one does not realize that the
United States possesses art works of

such quallty and measure as to illus-

trate the history of painting from
Giotto to modern art by wayv of Fra
Angelico, Botticelli, Raphael. Titian,
Rubens. Rembrandt and Velasquez.
This painstaking and competent study
makes this fact clear by a summary of
the contents of our wvarious art cen-

ters. Beginpning with Boston, the
study ends at San Francisco, with
twentyv-two cities Iyving in between,

that offer inducements to the art lover
and to the student of the history of
painting. The famous pictures of each
of these galleries, museums or insti-
tutes are fully described and placed in
the particular niche of time and fame
to which each has been assigned by
public approval. More than 200 illus-
trations supplement the text. Valu-
able at any time, this studv possesses
additional worth in the present. when
European galleries are out of the
question. The reader will find this
book as useful as the traveler. and per-
haps more so in view of the prodigious
distances that lie between these points
of interest in matters of art.

THE JAPANESE PROBLEM IN THE
UNITED STATES. By H. A. Millis,
professor of economics, University
of Kansas. New York: The Mac-
millan Company.

At the request of missionaries in Ja-
pan, the council of churches in America
appointed a commission to make a
study of the relations of this coun-
try with Japan. Believing that its
most pressing need was a body
of correct information, the commis-

sion engaged the services of the
writer of this volume to make an in-
vestigation of the subject as it present-
ed iteelf on the Pacific coast. This book
covers the results of that study. In it
the author describes the present con-
dition of the Japanese in that locality,
He makes a record of their progress,
of their relations to one another, and
of the attitude that is held toward them
by the white population of the district.
Separating the work into two parts,
Mr. Millis discusses the question of ad-
mitting these immigrants on the one
hand, and on the other he goes into a
full analysis of the treatment accorded
to those already here. The relation of
the Japanese to the labor problem of
California is ecarefully drawn, and the
various legislative measures operating
in this direction are analyzed in their
nature and described in their effects.
This is a comprehensive survey spring-
ing from a prolonged and thorough in-
vestigation. It is, besides, a notably
fair-minded treatment of the subject,

HISTORIC HOMES OF NEW ENG-
LAND, By Mary H. Northend, author
of “Colonial Homes and Their Fur-
nishings.” With numerous jllustra-
tions. Boston: Little, Brown & Co.

New England again contributes of
her wealth of historic picturesqueness
to the making of a delightfully written

and artistleally illustrated book de-
scriptive  of that section’'s ancient
homesa. To "The Pickering House,”

boasting the unchallenged dignity of
“being in the direct line of a family
for nine generations,” is accorded

frontispiece honors, and additional
photographic plates picture the interior
of a home which, built in 1650-51, is
“considered one of the most Important
landmarks of Balem, Masa.'"' The genius
of Hawthorne makes “The House of the
Seven Gables” of interest alike to
students of America’s early home life
and to the average tourist, whose hop,
skip and jump to cherished shrines is
for the satisfaction of being “able to
8a2y" he had been there. This famous
survival of a long-ago past retains,
with its historic wvalues, the literary
“atmosphere” of Miss Hepzibah's tiny
shop; the mahogany-furnished room
where Col. Pyncheon dled, and its se-
cret staircase (restored) which led to
Clifford’s room in the attic. Historic
instances, memorable traditions and
photographic views make up another
chapter descriptive of "“The Longfel-
low House,”.and that Governor of New
Hampshire who, having loast his wife
and children and been refused by a
girl who preferred to marry a me-
chanic, dared to marry his servant
maid before his surprised guests—
clergyman included—is recalled in
pages concerning “The Wentworth
House™ near Portsmouth, where Wash-
ington was once entertained. Twenty-
one of these historic homes are de-
scribed and pictured in as many chap-
ters, each more captivating than the
other, and throughout the book, which,
incidentally, bears a gilt etching of
the house of the seven gables on its
forest-green cover, one catches, some-
how, the fragrance of colonial gar-
dens and the crash of breakers against
a rock-ribbed coast.

ROUGRING IT DE LUXE. By Irvin &
Cobb, author of “Back Home,” etc.
Illustrated by John T. McCutcheon.
New York: George H. Doran Com-
pany.

In this journey, which extends from
the level of farcical humor to the
heights of a literary excellence hut one
stop this side of genius, the reader gets
a sense of joy-riding with a spontane-
ously seintillating fellow traveler
rather than with the astral body of an
author who has sandpapered each
sparkle before trusting it to print. Mr.
Cobb has been likened to Mark Twain
by friendly reviewers, who have seemed
to congider the tribute rather as a com-
pliment than a comparison—and until
the newspaper reporter had promoted
himself into the super-writer class the
little jolly had its value because of the
encouragement it stood for, but: In
this book Mr. Cobb's description of the
Grand Canyon of Arizona measures up
to the ability of any other description
of any other place by any other writer
—Mark Twain counted in. ¥For those
who have not seen the canyon it is
visioned with the reallsm of a motion
film in nature's colors. For those who
have sesn the canyon It is not a ple-
ture; it Is the real thing. Chuckles and
thrills frolic together from the first
page to the last, and for illustrations
there are sketchy exaggerations by
John T. McCutcheon, each as alive as
a pulse beat and all worth going the
traditional mile to see.

Epecial Correspondence of The Star.
ROUEN, France, May 10, 1915.
HIS letter is written from notes
taken day before yesterday In the
vicinity of Bethune after wit-
nessing a desperate attempt by
the Germans to break the British line
Yesterday 1 returmed to our base camp
here, filthy and fatigued from a week of
supply work in and about the trenches.
A bath, a change of clothing, a couple of
square meals and a good night's sleep
have repaired the ravages of those seven
days and nights of incessant labor and
nerve strain, and today I can look back
on the experiences of the past seven daye
with something like a true perspective.
The dawn of day before yesterday found
me p in a dug beside a Yorkshire
battalion cook, who even snored in dia-
lect. Qur party of A. 8. C. men had, as
usual, come down to the trenches in the
dead of night with motor truck loads of
supplies. 1 had volunteered to assist the
cooks and quartermaster’s detail in un-
loading and storing away in the dugouts
the cases of ammunition and rations
We were awakened in the gray dim
hour before sunrise by the crash of an
exploding shell. Tt was a sort of general
alarm clock of German manufacture. The
dugout and communicating trenches,
though still in almost total darkneas, be-
came alive with the stir and mumble of
many men resentfully shaking off the
numbness of profound sleep.

*
* *

My friend and cook sat up In his blank-
ets, yawned cavernously, struck a match
and lighted a cigarette, and between puffs

stretched his arms and groaned.
“Dang ‘em, the bluedy fules! Wot 4’
théy want ta begin sa airly fer? Dang
‘em, mays Of. BSpilin’ a bloke's sleep like

that.”

Throughout the cavern and its con-
necting linea of ditches matches flickered
and candles glowed feebly. Curses and
imprecations rumbled through the gloom.
Several voices raised the cry, "Any tea
ready”' Others could be heard peeviahly
inquiring if any "blanke}__‘:f-bl‘.nllk blank™

had seen their “blankety- ic" or
cap or boots.
#till another wrathful wolce apostro-

phized some one as an " 'arf-witted Ger-
man spy" for having stepped “on me
bleedin' feet.”

Came then another healthy crash, not
more than a hundred yards away, fol-
lowed by the dull boom of the gun {itself,
miles off, behind the German lines.

*That means we'rs in for it, the bleed-
ers,” growled a volce. “It’ll come "ot an’
‘eavy in a minuit.”

“W'ere's the tea? Ain't we goin® ter
‘ave no tea?’ complained another.

“Tea up!"” sang some one from & Near-
by communicating ditch, whereat arose
a chorus of re exclamations of
satisfaction and the rattle of many mess
tins.

Out in the communicating trenches
the cooks dished out the strong black
tea from their big “dickseys,” as the
men came up in single file. The men
were still being served when the third
shell exploded a few dozen yarda down
the line, to be followed almost Instant-
1y by three or four in quick succession,
great jarring concussions that shook
the earth all about us as a terrier
shakes a rat and filled the air with a
sulphurous gas and & thick dust cloud
that clogged the nostrils.

E
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“Dang 'em,” sald my friend the cook,
as the quivering of the ground caused
him to slop over the tea he was dish-
ing. “They be a-gattin’ t'range, they
be. Dang 'em.”

He was right. They were getting the
range with a vengeance. B8hell after
shell jarred earth and alr with their
terrific blows. It became necessary to
put bits of cotton wool in one’'s ears to
prevent injury to the ear-drumas from
the pounding rush of the air beating
upon them with each explosion. Great
columns of earth and rock rose high
in the air on every side as the big
snhells drove themselves ainst the
ground and burst into a million frag-
ments. It was no shrapnel bombard-
ment, but the customary prodigal ex-
penditure of high-explosive shells
through which the Germans always at-
tempt to prepars the way for their
infantry charges.

In our trench all sesmed hopeless
confusion for a little while. Men
straggied In and out of the dugouts
and communicating ditches. Non-coms
and officers ran up and down the lanes,
bellowing orders and explanations.

Then out of the confusion came a
semblance of order. The men appear-
ed all armed and equipped, bayonets
fixed, cartridge belts and bandolliers
In place. They stationed themselves
in every concelvable nook and cranny
of shelter, each little group in com-
mand of a corporal or sergeant, with a
yourrg lieutenant close at hand.

It being obvious that no one spot
was safer than another under that
tremendous can de, I pushed on
through the dugout to the firing trench
itself. Here 1 found a solid line of
men, walting huddled up under the
bomb-proof shelters. Out beyond the
trench, llke prairie-dogs rerin; up
out of their burrows, I knew werse
stationed the observers, each at the
end of the little tunnel connecting
with the ditch where waited his bat-
talion. ;

1 squeezed in beside a couple of in-
fantrymen who were trying to talk to
each other through the din. 1 could
only catch a word or two, though each
waa shouting at top of his lungs, for
by thig time the British batteries bac«
of us had opened a heavy fire In an ef-
fort to silence some of the enemy’s
guns as well as to spray the German
trenches with a hot fire of shrapnel by
way of making the Germans keep to
their lairs and not try a dash in ths
open.

L 3
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The two infantry men were of a Mid-
diesex regiment. .1 wanted to hear
what they thought of this affair, but I
was disappointed.

“l seen him—Ilike Harry Lauder bet-

E. Richard Schayer, Former Washington Newspaper Man Who Enlisted in the British
| Army Service Corps, Tells How Germans Were Driven Back by the Merciless Fire of
Machine Guns, Rifles and Shrapnel—From a Point of Vantage—When the Firing Started.
Shells From the Great Guns Fall in Trenches—Cutting Down the Enemy in Groups.

ter,” was all I caught of one end of
the conversatior.

“Harry Tate—comical cove,
got of the other.

Just then some word passed down the
line and every man stepped forward
from the sheltering dugouts and bomb-
proofs and took his position along the
front wall of the firing trench. Rifles
rested In the niches and loopholes left
in the breastwork of sand bags and
railroad ties. Only the senior officers
remained walking up and down the
ditch. In front of me a young lieuten-
ant stood at a firing post beside a
grizzled sergeant, using a rifle llke any
private in the ranks.

By this time the air was so thick
with dust and gaseous smoke that one
could not see more than a dozen yards
up the trench. I wondered if the men
could see anything over the wall, and,
curiosity getting the better of judg-
ment, 1 jumped up beside a chap and
peered with him through the loophole.
There was nothing to be seen through
the smoke and dust cloud, and 1 no-
ticed that none of our men was fir-
ing. Evidently they were still waliting
for something.

Then that something came. As though
by the turning of a switch the ex-
plosion, of shells up and down the line
ceased, leaving only the tremendous
thunder of the British guns behind us.
The mist began to thin, to swirl and
tear apart as though driven by great
fans. Dull red flashes a good distance
off stabbed the air. The whine and
crash of shrapnel sounded nearer and
nearer. Then Rhrough the thinning
cloud of dust and smoke a vague, in-
definite moving body began to take
form. Over it the red flashes seemed to
burst venomously, while the Ilong,
shapeless mass iteelf seemed to be
spitting an irregular line of fire in
our direction.

“Them's them'" shouted a voice in my
ear. “We gotta begin shootin’ now.
Better git down.™

*
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I took one parting survey of the
spectacle. The dust cloud was almost
gone, and now, clearly outlined against
the smoky skyline, came those com-
pact masses of gray-clad men. Firing
from the hip as they ran, those aolid
front ranks swept on toward us, while
over and about them burst a very hell
of shrapnel fire. Then came a new
note in the concert—a terrific clatter
and roar all about us as the whole of
our line spit forth an incessant stream
of rifle and machine gun fire,

I made room for the man at my side
to fire through his loophole. Overcome
by the excitement of the moment, I
raised myself on tiptoe and peered over
the breastworks. I could see those gray
masses, now only a couple of hundred
yards away, withering under that blast
of steel. On they came, but smlower,

was all 1

DUTY.

,BRITISH SOLDIERS IN THE TRENCHES. IN THE FOREGROUND IS ONE OF THE DOGS TRAINED FOR SENTRY

gun fire ceased and the thunder of the
British guns died away. Then from
over that scarred and shell-furrowed
field came the shriek of a man in ex-
cruciating agony, chorused by hun-
dreds upon hundreds of plaintive cries
of lesser intensity, But, unless those
stricken men could crawl to their own
or our lines, they must lie out there
until death relieved their sufferings, for
this is a war of no truce or armistice,

FEEDING A BIG BRITISH GUN IN A CONCEALED SHELTER.
(Copyright, 1918, by Underwood & Underwood.) =
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and they were no longer firing as they

staggered toward us.
They melted away llke a block of ice
under a hot-water faucet. I tried to
lck out individuals, to ses them fall,
t could not. All that I could see was
the general melting away of the mass.
Its forward movement ceased. For a
moment It seemed to hang motionless
in the very center of the fleld, while
over and within it came those dull
yellow stabs of flame and white puffs
of smoke from the deadly shrapnel.
Then the mass seemead to disintegrate—
to braak Into a hundred fragments. A
tremendous cheer rose from our trench
sbove the clamor of the battle. It was
over—for the time being. The broken
ranks of the enemy were scurrying for
the safety of their trenches. EKven as
they ran the deadly shrapnel followed
snd the blasing rifies and machine guns
:g our  trenches hurled death among

&Im.

There ensued a moment of compara-
tive silence, when our rife and ma~hins

either to care for the wounded or to
bury the dead.

*
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Back In the trench the men had
stepped down from their shooting posts
and were busily cleaning rifles, laugh-
ing and joking, or sullen and morose,
each according to his nature, with none
but the most casual sort of reference
to what had just happened. Such young-
sters they were, too, it seemed incredi-
ble they had already become so har-
dened to the wholesale slaughter of
their fellowmen as to be able to turn
from it to ordinary duties without even
a shudder. The only remark I over-
heard that could in any way be made
to refer to the ghastliness of such war-
fare came from a scarred veteran of
nearly middle age:

“It don’t seem bloomin’ right, some-
how,” he was saying.

* Tain't like no

war as ever was afore. It's machines
against flesh an' blood, and it don't
geem right. Jes' listen to them poor
bleeders out there. Might be you or me
next time we charge. It don't seem
right, do it?"

But the peacefulness of the situation
was of short life. Suddenly there burst
close at hand another great German
shell, followed by another and another,
and the men scurried to the dugouts
and bombproofs. More furiously than
before, the enemy, as though embit-
tered by the frustration of his first ef-
fort, hurled upon our lines thousands
upon thousands of tons of rending steel.
For more than an hour the second bom-
bardment raged. Great gaps Wwere
blown in our firing trench. Three dug-
outs were buried under tons of earth
and rock, killing or maiming all the
men who had taken refuge within them,

I had worked my way back along the
communicating ditches, every now and
then thrown off my feet by a nearby
explosion and half burled In falling
earth and small stones. Battered and
brulsed, 1 managed to get to a deeap
traversze in the sloplng meadow behind
the firing trench. I staggered into a
circular pit and flung myself down be-
side a group of placid individuals, who
puffed contentedly at pipe and clgar-
ette and regarded me with amiable, un-
curious glances.

It was a machine-gun position. At
the lookout statlon beside the light
sllm engine of death, a soldier sand
steadily Into that impenetrable cloud
of emoke and hell-blown dust. BSud-
denly he turned and shouted something
down to his waiting companions, who
jumped to their feet, tossed away their
cigarettes or knocked out thelr pipes
and took their places at the gun.

One man crouched by a plgeonholed
box, each compartment containing a
feeding belt of cartridges. Another
snuggled the butt of the gun lovingly
into hls shoulder, while a third seized
the firing crank and stood ready to
grind out the stream of steel, I rose
and peered over the wall of the trav-
erse.

*
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As before, there was little to see
through that haze but the tongues of
vellow and red flame from the burst-
ing shells, the columns of black emoke
and dirt thrown upward on every side.
We could just make out the backs of
the men lining the front wall of the
firing trench some fifty yards ahead of
us and below In the gently sloping
hillside. Then the wall of that trench
shot forth. streamers of fire and the
gun at my side joined in with its
steady, pitiless, whirring tattoo. It was
sheer guesswork, for thare was noth-
ing to be seen of the advancing Ger-
mans beyond that wall of smoky dust.

This time the enemy did not halt his
artillery fire so soon. High explosive
and shrapnel as well burst ali along
our line. Almosat directiy In front of
us part of the firing trencn was blot-
ted out In one of those great geysers
of earth and smoke, which, as It smet-
tled, showed a gap in the line of khaki
backs and blaging rifles, a gap quickly
refilled with reserve troops from the
dugouts beneath.

Then through the fog of bhattle
loomed once again that gray, serpen-
tine me==, thie time much nearer than
befgre, OCnly a hundred yards or so

.

lay between those advancing thousands
and the blazing ditches they sought
to take.

Steadlly the gun beside m= pourad
its stream of steel into those solid
ranks. The man at the gun siowly
swung it sideways, back and forth, as
calmly and delliberately as a man
swings his garden hose to spray his
flower bed from corner to corner.

The German shell fira dwindled and
ceased at last—with the oncoming
hordes scarcely eighty yards from the
front trench. It seemed as though
nothing could =top rthem. Bnut I did
not realize the complately devastating
effect of such concantrated rifle, ma-
chine gun and shrapnel fire as the
British were then nouring upon those
solid lines.

In less than ten seconds the whole

A GERMAN CHARGE OF THE BRITISH TRENCHES NEAR BETHUNE

mass of charging Germans seemed
suddenly to have lessened by half.
Another breath and only a thirl of
them still struggled on over thoge few
remaining yards. I could now pick ount
individual men, trying to keep my eyes
on some one chap who would live
through that fire and reach the trench.
Curiously, I found myself making men-
tal wagers as each man that I fastened
my eyes on suddenly crumpled up and
became a mere lump of gray on the
gcarred and pitted green fleld,
*
& ¥

“This one will get there,” 1 found
myself saying, only to see him sink,
limply, to the ground. And yet some
must get through, I thought. There
were still hundreds on their feet, al-
most at the very edge of the advanced
trench. Bue every man my eyes lighted
on fell almost the instant I picked him
out. From one to another I glanced
with the same result.

Suddenly the few that remained halt-
ed and stood waverlng and falling. 1
could see a few scattered figures wav-
ing their swords as though urging thac
tattered remnant on. Then these fAg-
ures, too, staggered and dropped and
lay still. It was as though I were pos-
sesged of death-dealing eyes. All 3
had to do was look at one man, singie
him out from the rest and he dropped
instantly under my gaze. The horror
of the thing overpowered me and I
sank back into ihe p:t to shut out the
spectacle.

In another moment or two the ma-
chine gun ceased {ts clarisr. There
came a slackening of artiilery fire and
again those full-throated British
cheers. The machine-gun crew wers
taking out their pipes and cigarettes
a8 I rose and looked again o.er the
parapet.

Nothing llving was in sight—yes,
there was something moving out there
among the dalsies—a figure that
crawled laboriously on hands and
knees toward our line. It came nearer
and nearer the cdge of our firing
trench. One could sece the whit: face
and dark beard. One leg dragged use-
lessly along the ground. Then, with
a8 despairing wave of his arm and a
long, hopeless c¢ry, the man collapsed
and lay very =still in the green grass—
as still as those hundreds, those thou-
sands, of similar littla heaps of grayish
blue that dotted the plaln as far as
the eye could reach.

-
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May 11.—I have just come from the
orderly room whare I received a most
glorious bit of personal news. I am
to proceed to England today and be
given my honorable discharge at Wool-
wich arsenal. It szems almost un-
believable.

It appears that my letters writien
for publication have diawn the at-
tention of the adjutant general of the
A. 5. C. upon my case. Ten days ago
I was interrogated by our colonel by
order of the adjutant general as to
my nationalitr. wn learning that I
am an American and the son of a
former German officer the adjutant
general ham decll:d to permit me to
return to civil life wilnout waiting for
the end of the war.

I am to get full pay witnh gratuity
and & “good chacactar.” Also, arter
the war, I shall ge* th» regular active
service medal. Very decent of Llhem.
I wonder what I'll order for dinner at
the Picadllly tomorrosx nigat?

E. RICHARD BCHAYER.

(Copyright, 1815, by the Wheeler Syndicate, Inc.)

SAN MARINO REFUSED

TO

BECOME SECOND MONTE CARLO

HE frequent mention of San Marino
as the oldest republic, if not the
oldest independent state In the

world, has caused many persons to turn
to their geographies and thelr histories
in quest of factas about this little nation,
which came Into great notoriety when a
short while ago, it declared war on Aus-
tria-Hungary.

It 1z a small state, covering only thirty-
eight square milea of territory, roughly
about half the size of the District of
Columbta. Its population of 10,000,
about 2 per cent of the population of the
District, Is composed mainly of shepherds,
vine dressers, guarrymen and & few trad-
era. It is a mountain republic, and its
chief town, the city of Ban Marino, oc-
cuples the summit of Mante Titano, four-
teen miles by wagon road southwest from
Rimini, in Italy. Ths peopla of Ban
Marino are Italian in blood and language,
and the neutrality of San Marino might
operated adversely to the Interests of
Italy, military strategists holding that
Austrian aeroplanes could cross the Adri-
atic, rest on Monte Titano, and then ter-
rorize the central part of Italy, San
Marino being in central Italy.

Monte Titano is fortified, and 8San
Marino's army numbers 850 men and
thirty-nins officers, but all males batwean
the ages of sixteen and sixty are subject
to military sarvice at the call of their
ocountry. There is a general assembly of
the representatives of all the citizens
twice each year. Although surrounded by
Italian territory, it pays no taxes to
Fome, and its people ars under no per-
sonal obligation of military service, but
it has a treaty of alllance with the nation
whose territory surrounds its own, by

bound themselves to do

under a republican form govarnment
when ths Normans invaded

more than four hundred years before ths
discovery of America by Columbus There
seams to be no authentic data as to when
San Marino was created, but the tradition
is that it was founded by Marinus, a
Dalmstian priest, during the tion
of the Chrimtinns under the em-
peror Diocletian. The monastery founded
by or named for this Marinus, whom after
ages have honored as a saint, shows rec-
ords golng back tg the year 885, and in

the next ocentury appear traces of =
1 secular civic organization with
the a on of & communal constitution.

Prof. Albert Bushnell Hart of Har-
vard several years ago wrote of the
history of the S8an Marinese and sald:
“It has been a singularly united, cour-
ageous, honorable, public-spirited and
&rudsnt people.” He recalled that when

apoleon naparte In 1797 offerad
them adjacent territory they declined
“an enlargement which might in time
compromise our liberty,” and Prof.
Bushnell also recalled that they gave

to Garibaldi and his *red
after their defeat in 1849, and
successfully protected them.

One of the many things set down to
the credit of the little old republic is
that when the Prince of Monaco leased
his hereditary domain to gamblers the
San Marinese showed their moral fiber
by refusing any such dealings when a
similar proposal was mads to them.

Not long ago a writer in the London
Chronicle recalled something of less
credit to Ban Marino than Its refusal
to follow the example of the Prince of
Monaco. e wrots that “San Marino
has supplied the world with more
‘birthday honors’ than probably any
other oountry, however large. For San
Marino, until she reformed herseif a
few years ago, sold titles to any bidder
on a fixed tariff—from knighthoods to
dukedoms. So that when one is intro-
duced to some prince or count with an
American accent one may reasonably

uess he has at one time taken a holl-

ay In 8an Marino.”

Past and Present.

ECRETARY OF AGRICULTURE
HOUSTON said In Washington the
other day:

“What improvements we see in the
country when we go theres on our va-
catlon! We see automoblles, tele-
phones, player pianos, phonographs
and even, among a few wealthy young
farmers, biplanes.

“How different is this prosperity from
the hardships of the past—from the
days when a gaunt farmer would en-
tar the general store of the district
and pant, hungrily:

“sHmme an egg's worth o' sugar—
an’ ye mout wel out an egg's worth
o' =malt, too. e Plymouth Rock’s
a-cluckin’' ™ _ ; ! =

BO0KS FECEVED

DESTINY'S DAUGHTER. By Alice
Birkhead New York: John Lane
Company.

THE CODEFE OF THE MOUNTAINS,
By Charles Neville Buck, author of

“The Battle Cry,” etc, I1llustrations
by G. W. Gage. New York: W, ).
Watt & Co.

THE NEW WORLD. By Witter Byn-

:\er. New York: Mitchell Kenner-
ey.
OUTING HANDBOOKS — HOW TO

PLAY TENNIS. By Jamesa Burns.
New York: Outing Publishing Com-
pany.

THE STATE FORRIDS: A Play in One
Act. By Sada Cowan. New York
Mitehell Kennerley.

ABUSED RUSSIA. By Dr. C. C. Young.

New York: Devin-Adair Company.

CREAM TOASTS. By Fred Emearson
Brooks. Chicago: Forbes & Co.

WHEN MOTHER LETS US MAKE
CANDY. By Elizabeth Du Boin
Bache, B. 8., Instructor in domestic
science, public schools, Washington,
D. ., and Louise Franklin Bache,
children’s librarian, Rosenberg Pub-
lie Library, Galveston, Tex. New
York: Moffat, Yard & Co.

THE TREASURE OF HIDDEN VAL-
LEY. By Willis George Emerson,
author of “The Builders,” etc. Chi-
cago: Forbes & Co.

THE FASCINATING SIN. By George P.
Dillenback, author of “The Mills of
the Gods,” etc. Brooklyn: M. P.
Publishing Company.

RUNAWAY JUNE. By George Ran-
dolph Chester and Lilllan Chester,
authors of “The Enemy,” ete. 11-
lustrated from photographs, New
York: Hearst's International Li-
brary Company.

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY -

SELECTED LIST OF BOOES RE-
CENTLY ADDED.

The following list, arranged by sub-
jects, includes some of the latest addi-
tions to the Public Library.

The lists which appear in this column
each Saturday are reprinted, at the end
of the month, in the Library's Monthly
Bulletin. Copies of this may be ob-
tained free at the library or will be
sent by mail for 15 cents a year:

Philosophy.

Baldwin, J. M. Genetic Theory of Reslity.
What Is Living and What
Dead of the Philosophy of Hegel. BE47T-

H384cr.
Heermance, E. L. The Unfolding TUniverse.

BG-H36Tu.

Jones, ﬂ;.f"ll;_':.“z;!;he Philosophy of Rudolf
Eucken. BFAT- sljn.

Kitchin, D. B, Bergson for Beginners, BE3S-

BAs5k.

Muegge. M. A. Friedrich Nietzeche, BE4T-
N5 .

Nietzeche. F, W. What Nietzsche Taught.
BE47-N54Taa

: Peychology.

Brett, G. 8, A History of Psychology. 1813 "
BI-Bi50.

Bronner, A. F. A Comparative Study of the
Intelligence of 'I.lel’!n?'nﬂnl Girls. BJ-B788.

Fosbroke, . E. Charucter Reading Through
Analysis of the Features, BIR-F7

Harvey, N. A. The Feelings of Man. BIX-HI8.

Sandiford, Peter., The Mental and Physical
Life of School Children. 1913, BIE-Sa58m.

Sully, James. Children's Ways. BI-Sulilife.

Ethics. d

Pridges, H. J. Criticisms of Life. BM-BT82c.
laguna, T. de L. de. Introduction to the Sci-
ence of Ethics. BM-L1341
Mackaye, James. The Happloess of Nations,

BM-M182h,
Social Ethica.
Edwards, R. H. Christianity and Amusements.

BQW-Eanz.
Fowler. N. C. Getting a Start. B@-‘F‘ﬁ-'f‘g.
Jackson, H. B. The New Chivalry. BPY-J18Tn.
Johnwon, F. W. The Problems of Boyhood.
BQS-J&34p.
Morgan, Aone. The American Girl. BQS-MB823,
Page, E. D. Trade Morals, BQS-Pl44t. L

Folklore.
Cralg. A. R. Your Luck's in Your Hand. BUG- n
CR44dy.
Metelerkamp, Sapnl. ©Outa EKarel's Storise.
BU47-M360.

Russell. N. N. Gleanings From Chinese Folk-
lore. BU66-R81

Bible Study.
Bible. 014 Testament, Gelections. 04 Testa-
ment Narratives. CBG-R3460,

Hughes, E. H. The Bible and Life. CBCE-
HET4

Peake, A. S. The Bible. CBBI-P314.

Sanders, F. K. History of the Hebrews. CBGI- v
53.
Wwild, L. H. Geographlec

Influencea in Old Tes-
tament Masterpleces. CBG-Wo43.

Christian Ethics.

Brent. C, H. The Revelation of Discovery,
CK-B758r.
Fosdick, H. E. The Second Mile. 1913. CK-

F7E3s.
Shepheard, H. B. Jesus and Politics. CK-
smsf

Thoburn, Helen, Christian Citizenship for
Girls. CK-T353c.

Church and Sunday School,

l;ﬂ,ﬂl. E. §. The Higher Individualism. CZ-
A h.
Iglnrk. [.. 0. The Worshiping Congregation,

1912, CT-C54Tw.
Gwynoe, Walker. The Christian Year. OEF-

Ga99.

Ingram, A. F. W., Bp. of London. The Mys-
teries of God. OZ-TndTmy.

Lawrance, Marion., The Sundsy School Organ- ¢
ized for Service. CXS-LA34s.

McGiffert, A. C. The Rise of Modern Religloas

Ideas. CF-MI1T4r.

Walsh, Jobn. The Mase and Vestmenis of the
Catholic Church. 1808. CSH-WI168m.

Wells, A. R. The Scecessful Sonday-school .
Superintendent. CXS-W4STes.

Blography.

Bebel, A wt., My Life. 12, E-BEMAEa.

Benson, A. . Hugh: Memeirs of a Brother,
E-B446b

Compton-Rickett, Artbur. Willlam Merris.
1918. E-MS34c0.

Mekinson, H. W. Robert Fulton, Englneer and
Artist. 1913, E-FBh8d.

Faguet, Emile. Flanbert. E-FSIT.E.

Gritis, W. E. Millard Fillmors. E-FdRAg.
Hare, Christopher, sud. Men and Women of
the Italian Reformation. E-DHZ243m

Keeler, H. L. The Iife of Adelizs A. Ficid .
Jebnston. 1M2.  E-J6412k.

Macdonnell. 8ir John, and Manson, E. W. D,
edr, Great Jurists of the World, E-DM145.
Markino. Yoshio. My Recollections and Re-
fiections. 1818, E-M330al.

North. 8. N. D. Henry Gannett, President of
grs‘h'ltlonl Geographic Soclety, 1010-14. E-.

n.

Parker, W. B. Edward Rowland Sill. B8i3eip. !
Pennell, Mirs. A. M. 8. Pennell of ths Afghan
Frontier. E-P384p.

Price, E. C. Cardinal de Richelien. 1912 E.

Ran8pr.
f;'g_gm. Aundrey. On the Track of the Great,
.R1257.
Tagore, Devendranath. Antobiography. B-TI128,
Thurber, C. H. Frits Reuter. E-R318t.
Trevelran. G. M. The Life of Jobm Eright.
1813. E-BTe4t.

Tuarabull, Arthur. Life and Writings of Alfved,

Lord Tennyson. E-T25tu.
Whitman, Walt., Speciment Days and Cellect,
1882-83. E-W3

Some Refreshment.

N admiral, during the mansuvers
at Newport, told a story at a gar=
den party.
“The navy (s as abstemious from
ethical reasons,” he began, “as Old
Stingee was from miserliness. "
+01d Stingee was entertaining & boy-
hood friend one evening at his shora
cottage. r a coupla of hours of
dry talk, the old fellow sald genially:
“swould you like some refreshment
—a cooling draught, say—George?
“*Why, ves, 1 don't care If T do,’ maid
George, and he passed his hand across
his mouth and brightened up wonders

fully.
said Old Stingee. ‘Tl jusg

* ‘Good!"
open this window., There's a fine seq
breeze blowing. e s %



